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in the blue mist and smoky light chiefly because of
their pink masks, was packed on benches round the
walls. They laughed aloud again as I went in.
They were regarding with indulgent interest and
a little shy respect an elegant figure overlooking
them, and posed negligently against the bar, on
the other side of which rested the large bust of a
laughing barmaid. She was as amused as the men.
The figure turned to me as I entered, and stopped
its discourse at once. It ran a hand over its white
brow and curly hair with a gesture of mock
despair. " Why, here comes another to share our
Hearfs Desire. We can't keep the beauty to
ourselves."

It was young Hopkins, known to every reader
of the Morning Dispatch for his volatility and
omniscience. It was certainly not his business to
allow any place to keep its secrets to itself ; indeed,
his reputation including even a capacity for
humour, the world was frequently delighted with
more than the place itself knew, even in secret.
Other correspondents from London were also in
the room. - I saw them-vaguely when Hopkins
indicated their positions~^wlth a few graceful
flourishes of his hand. They were lost in Hop-